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But Evelyn was of less timorous stuff She tucked up
her dress, climbed the roof, hunted everywhere, but
found no sign She came down We rushed to her
room, dragged her mattresses to mine, bolted the door,
barricaded it, and waited and watched till dawn
A day or two afterwards, the lunatic, tired of tracking
me, turned his attention upon the King He was caught
outside Buckingham Palace, posting a fantastic letter
to his Sovereign
I was so ill afterwards that I went away to Parten-
kirchen to rest before the trial in which I had to give
evidence against the man for threatening the Me of the
King I do not think I have ever been so sharply
aware of change of scene in my life One night, walking
fearfully near the Adelphi Arches, in the yellow gas-
light, peering into the shadows, with a detective following
at my heels two days after, waking in Partenkirchen,
with the white mountains framed in my bedroom, the
soft snow falling, the Tyrolean peasants, bright-coloured
as flowers I was so exalted that I went out and walked
down the valley and up the hills as far as Oberammei gau
In a week I was back in London, helping the law to
deal with the poor, demented fellow who had flattered
me by seeking my death, along with the death of the
King
II
By 1912, Mr Asquith and I had become good friends
He used to call my stairs the "ascent to Pisgah," and
would often climb them during the half-hour he spared
himself in the afternoon, and would sit and talk
and read with me Sometimes I went down to The
Wharf, his country house near Oxford One day I
made the journey with him, feeling rather crestfallen
Margot Asquith had invited me for the week-end She
had already gone down to the Wharf I was to lunch
quietly with Asquith at No 10, and then motor down
with him He had a quick eye for clothes, and I always
liked to please him to know that a colour or a new

